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GRAVE OF HOWARD. 


'A POEM. 


OPIRIT of Death, beneath whoſe pinions ond. 


The crouded tents of buſy life are ſpread, 
Who darkly ſpeedeſt on thy deſtin'd way, 
The world thy quarry, and proud man thy prey, 
Spirit, behold thy victory —aſſume 

With ſhade more terrible an ampler plume, 
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For he, who calm amidſt thy hoſt of woes, 
Went forth thy wildeſt havoc to oppoſe; 
For he who wander'd o' er the world alone, 
Liſt'ning to Miſery's univerſal | moan ; 

He, who uſtain'd by Virtue's arm ſublime, 
Tended the fick and poor from clime to clime | 
| Low in the duſt is laid thy nobleſt ſpoil ; 
And Mercy ceaſes from her awful toil | 


Twas where the peſtilence at thy command 
Aroſe to deſolate the fick'ning land, 
When many a mingled cry and dying prayer 
| Reſounded through the liſt ning midnight air, 
When deep diſmay heard not the 3 Knell, 
And the wan carcaſe feſter d as it fell, 

Twas there, with holy Virtue's awful mein, 
Amid the groaning of that direful ſcene 

Calm he was found: the dews of Death he dried; 5 
Hef poke 1 folace to the poor that cried ; 


” ] 


He watch'd the fading eye, the flagging breath; 
Ere yet the languid ſenſe was loſt in Death; 

And with that look protecting Angels wear, „ 
"—_ o'er the diſmal couch of pale Defpair 1 


Friend of mankind, thy righteous taſk is o er 
The heart of genuine Pity beats no more --- 


2 


. | Around the limits of this rol ng ſphere, 
Where'er the juſt and good thy T: ſhall hear, 
A tear ſhall fall: alone amidſt the gle 
Of the ſtill dungeon, his long ſorrows tomb, 
The captive, mourning o'er. his chain ſhall bend, p 
To think the cold earth holds his only friend-— gl 

He who with labour draws his waſting breath, 

On the forſaken filent bed of Death ä 

Rememb' ring thy laſt look and anxious eye, 


Shall youe around unviſted, and die | 
BE | | | SE» But | 


Friend of mankind, farewel---theſe tears we ſhed, 
So Nature dictates, o'er thy earthly bed, 
Vet we forget not, it was his high will 
Who Goh thee Virtue's arduou taſk folk, 

Thuy ſpirit from it's toil at laſt ſhould reſt : — 
80 wills thy God, and what he wills is beſt 


Thou haſt encountered dark Diſeaſe's train, 


Thou haſt convers'd with poverty and pain, 


Thou haſt beheld the drearieſt forms of woe, 
That through this mournful vale unfriended go, | 
And pale-with pity oft haſt paus'd to hear 
The ſaddeſt plaints e'er told to human ear--- 

Go then, the taſk fulfibd, the trial o'er, 


Where ſickneſs, want, and pain are known no more. 


How 


Barbaric legions train'd to ſpoil and blood, 


1 
How awful did thy lonely track appear 
O'er ſtormy miſery's benighted ſp here!! 


Heart- ſtruck, and wond' ring, and relenting, Rood, 


To ſee thee,. ſhrouded i in a human form, 
Alone fair Mercy's great beheſts perform | 


As when an Angel all-ſcrene goes forth | 
To ſtill the ſweeping tempeſt of the North, 
Th' embattled clouds that hid the ſtruggling 801 


Slow from his face retire in dark array, 
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5 On the black waves, like promontories, hung, 


The radiance of his paſing path is flung,” d 
Till blue and level heaves the burning brine, 


And all the ſcatter'd rocks at diſtance ſhine 5˙ 


So didſt thou wander forth with cheering eye, my 
Bidding the ſullen ſhades of Miſery fly, 
Huſhing the bitter ſtorm, and ſtilling wide 


Of human woe the loud-lamenting tide. 
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Nor ſhall the ſpirit of thoſe deeds expire, 25011 
As fades the feeble ſpark of vital fire, 3 197 
But beam. abroad, and chear with luſtre mild 
Humanity's remoteſt proſpects wild,” 
Till this frail orb ſhall from it's ſphere. be hurl'd ; 

Till final ruin huſh the murmuring world, 5 
And all it's ſorrows, at the awful blaſt 
Of the Archangel's trump, be but as ſhadows paſt! 
Relentleſs Time, that ſteals with filent tread, | 
Shall tear away the Trophies of the Dead ; 
Fame on the Pyramid's aſpiring top 25 
With ſighs ſhall her recording trumpet drop; 
The feeble Characters of Glory's hand 

Shall periſh, like the tracks upon the ſand; | 
But not with theſe expire the ſacred flame 
Of Virtue, or the Good Man's awful name. aj 


Howazp, 


(9 


Howanp, it matters not, that far;away 4 1! 
From Albion's peaceful ſhore thy bones decay. 


Him it might pleaſe, by whoſe ſuſtaining hand : 


Thy fteps were led through many a diſtant land 
Thy long and laſt abode ſhould there be found, 


Where many a ſavage N ation prowls around, f 
That Virtue from the hallow'd' ſpot 8 15 
And pointing to the finiſh d ſacrifice, 


Teach to herring rde ., 4 33043} 
Leſſons of love, and higher aims of Man. 


The hoary chieftain, who thy tale ſhall hear, 


Pale on thy grave ſhall drop- his: aui ring ſpear; 
The cold, unpitying Coflack thirſt no more 


To bathe his burning falchion deep, in gore, 


O'er gaſping heaps, to urge his. dar 
EFF 


. i d 
ng. fteed, , 


1 


Nor vain the thought that fairer hence may riſe 
New views of Life, and wider charities. 
Far from che bleak Riphtan mountains hoar, 
From the cold Don, and Wolga's wand'ring ſhore, 
From many a ſhady foreſt's lengthening tract, 
F rom many a dark - deſcending cataradt, 
Succeeding tribes ſhall come, and o' er the place 
Where ſleeps the general friend of Human Race, . 
Inſtruct their children what a debt they owe, 
Speak of the Man who trod the paths of woe 
Then bid them to their natiye woods depart, 
With new-born Virtue * at their heart. 8 


When o'er the ſounding Euxine's ſtormy tides, | 


In hoſtile pomp the Turk's proud Navy rides, 


Bent 


5 
5 Bent on the frontiers of th imperial Czar, 
To pour the tempeſt of vindictive War, 
If onward to thoſe ſhores they haply ſteer 
7 Where, Howanp, thy cold duſt repoſes. near, 
Whilſt o'er the wave the ſilken pennants ſtream, 


And ſeen far-off the golden creſcents gleam, 
Amid the pomp of War, the ſwelling breaſt 


Shall feel a ſtill unwonted awe ines d, 
And the relenting Pagan 7 turn aſide 
To think, on yonder ſhore the Chrifian died! 


But thou, O Briton, doom'd perhaps to roam 


An exile many a year, and far from home, 


If ever Fortune thy lone footſteps leads 
To the wild Nieper's banks, and whiſp'ring reeds, | | | _, 
What kind' ling views, what painful ſympathies, 


ou rumults o'er thy heart ſhall riſe! 
O'er 
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O'er Howanp's Grave thou ſhalt impaſſion'd bend, 
| As if to hold. fad converſe wich a friend. 


Whate er thy fate upon this various bene, 


Where er thy weary pilgrimage has been, 


Here ſhalt thou pauſe, and ſhutting from thy heart 


Some vain regrets, that oft unbidden ſtart, 


Think upon him to every lot reſign” d, 


Who wept, who toil'd, who periſh'd for Mankind. 


For me, who muſing, Howard, on thy fate, | 
Theſe penſive ſtrains at evening meditate, 
1 thank thee for thoſe leſſons thou haſt tavght, 
To mend my heart, or animate my thought. 
1 thank thee, HowazD, for that awful view 
Of Life which thou haſt drawn---moſt ſad- Lino true 


Thou art no more and the frail fading bloom 


Of this poor offering, dies upon thy tomb, 
Or 
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Yet till furvive each ſympathy, impreſt, | 


By all thy deeds of mercy, on the breaſt! . "el 
So may we not on Life's long journey go — 1 8 1 5 
Heedleſs, or callous to the plaint of Woe. oy 5 
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